Eeter 'Braggart. 

Ber. Hide thy head Achilles, hete comes HeBor in Armes.- 
■Duma. Though my mockes come home by me, I will 
now be merrie* 

bettor was but a T royan in rclpcfl: of this. 

Aoyet. But is this Hetlor? 

King. I thinke/aefftf'r was not fo cleahe timbcrd. 

Kong* His Leggcis too biggefor Hcttors. 

Daman. More Calfc certaine* 

*F°) ,e + No*he is bexl indued in the fmall* 

*Bcro. This cannot be HeBor. 

Duma. Hce’s a God or a Painter : for he makes faces* " 
Braggart. T he Aemipotent Mars. ofLamces the alrmhtie* 
gave Hciiov jtgifi. ' cS - 

Duma. A gift Nutmegg. 

Fero, A Lemmon. ' 

Long. Stucke with CIoucs* 

*Dum. Noclouen* 

*Brag. Teace. T he Armipotent Mars, of Latinces the almighty P 

G due Hector U^v tiling 

A man fi breathed , that cert aine he would fight}, jea^ 

From memo till night out of his Vauilion. 
lam that Flower* 

2 'him. That Mint. 

Long. That Cullambine* 

Frag. Sweete Lord Longauill raine thy tongue* 

Long. I muft rather giuc it the raine : for it runnes againfi: 
H tiler* 

Dum* lauAHeBor^s a Greyhound. \ 

Frag. The fweete War-man is dead and rotten* 

Sweete chucks beat not the bones of the buried; 

When he breathed he was a man: 

But I will forward with my deuice; fweete royaltic befiow 
on me the fence of hearing. 

B erow??e fvepsf earth* 

jQjict y Speake kraut HeElcr, we are much delighted. 

^rag* I do adore thy fweete Graces Slipper. 

. c ’ B ojet 


’ — called Lorn Labor s loft. 

\ %yei Loues her by the foote. 

T)um. He may not by they arde.’ 

Brag- ft his Heftor far fitrmounted Hannibalh 

The parties gene* 

clew. Fellow Hector, flic is gone; the is two months on 
lierway* 

Brag. What meaned thou? 

Clo\\>. Faith vnlefTe you play the honed T royan , the poore 
wench is caftaway : dice’s quicke, the childebraggesuthec 

bellie already Jtis yours. 

Bra g. Doft thou infamonize me among potentates? 

Thou flialt die. ,,.rr , * 

Cloty. Thetrfhall HcBcr be whipt for laquenetta that is 

quicke by 'nim 5 ancl hangd for T ompey that is dead by him* 
Duma. Mott rare Tompey, 

Boyet. Renowned Pcmpey. 

Bcro. Greater then great, great, great, great TompeyfPom* 
pey the hudge. 

‘Dam. HeBor trembles. 

Hero. Tompey is mooued more Atcs more Atees flir them 
or ftir them on* 

Duma. Hettorw'iW challenge him. 

Hero. I, if a’haue no mor’e mans blood in his belly then w 
fuppcaFlea* 

“Brag. By the North Pole I do challenge thee* 

Clow. I will not fight with aPole like a Northren man. 
He flafh,Ile do it by the Sword J I bepray you let me bor- 
row my A rm es a gaine* 

Duma. Roomefor the incenfed Worthies, 
flow. He do it in my fhyrr, 

Duma * Mod refolute P ompey. 

Page. Maifler, let me take you a button hole lower. Do 
you not fee, Tompey is vneafing for the Combat : What 
meane you?you will ioofe your reputation* 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers, pardon me, I will not 
combat in my fhyrt* (ienge. 

Duma. You may not deny ir, Pcmpey hath made the chal- 
Brag, Sweete bloodcs,! both may and will, 

1 3 B ero. 




